
Will You Come Home and Dance With Your Poppa Again? 

 

Five year-old Madeline climbed into her father's lap. 
 
"Did you have enough to eat?" He asked her. 
 
She smiled and patted her tummy. "I can't eat any more." 
 
"Did you have some of your Grandma's pie?" 
 
"A whole piece!" 
 
Joe looked across the table at his mom. "Looks like you filled us up. Don't think we'll be able to do 
anything tonight but go to bed." 
 
Madeline put her little hands on either side of his big face. "Oh, but, Poppa, this is Christmas Eve. You 
said we could dance." 
 
Joe feigned a poor memory. "Did I now? Why, I don't remember saying anything about dancing" 
 
Grandma smiled and shook her head as she began clearing the table. 
 
"But, Poppa," Madeline pleaded, "we always dance on Christmas Eve. Just you and me, remember?" 
 
A smile burst from beneath his thick mustache. "Of course I remember, darling. How could I forget?" 
 
And with that he stood and took her hand in his, and for a moment, just a moment, his wife was alive 
again, and the two were walking into the den to spend another night before Christmas as they had spent 
so many, dancing away the evening. 
 
They would have danced the rest of their lives, but then came the surprise pregnancy and the 
complications. Madeline survived. But her mother did not. And Joe, the thick-handed butcher from 
Minnesota, was left to raise his Madeline alone. 
 
"Come on, Poppa." She tugged on his hand. "Let's dance before everyone arrives." She was right. Soon 
the doorbell would ring and the relatives would fill the floor and the night would be past. 
 
But, for now, it was just Poppa and Madeline. 
 
___ 
 
The love of a parent for a child is a mighty force. Consider the couple with their newborn child. The infant 
offers his parents absolutely nothing. No money. No skill. No words of wisdom. If he had pockets, they 
would be empty. To see an infant lying in a bassinet is to see utter helplessness. What is there to love? 
 
Whatever it is, Mom and Dad find it. Just look at Mom's face as she nurses her baby. Just watch Dad's 
eyes as he cradles the child. And just try to harm or speak evil of the infant. If you do, you'll encounter a 
mighty strength, for the love of a parent is a mighty force. 
 
Jesus once asked, if we humans who are sinful have such a love, how much more does God, the sinless 
and selfless Father, love us?' But what happens when the love isn't returned? What happens to the heart 
of the father when his child turns away? 
 



___ 
 
Rebellion flew into foe's world like a Minnesota blizzard. About the time she was old enough to drive, 
Madeline decided she was old enough to lead her life. And that life did not include her father. 
 
"I should have seen it coming," Joe would later say, "but for the life of me I didn't." He didn't know what to 
do. He didn't know how to handle the pierced nose and the tight shirts. He didn't understand the late 
nights and the poor grades. And, most of all, he didn't know when to speak and when to be quiet. 
 
She, on the other hand, had it all figured out. She knew when to speak to her father-never. She knew 
when to be quiet-always. The pattern was reversed, however, with the lanky, tattooed kid from down the 
street. He was no good, and Joe knew it. 
 
And there was no way he was going to allow his daughter to spend Christmas Eve with that kid. 
 
"You'll be with us tonight, young lady. You'll be at your grandma's house eating your grandma's pie. You'll 
be with us on Christmas Eve." 
 
Though they were at the same table, they might as well have been on different sides of town. Madeline 
played with her food and said nothing. Grandma tried to talk to Joe, but he was in no mood to chat. Part 
of him was angry; part of him was heartbroken. And the rest of him would have given anything to know 
how to talk to this girl who once sat on his lap. 
 
Soon the relatives arrived, bringing with them a welcome end to the awkward silence. As the room filled 
with noise and people, Joe stayed on one side, Madeline sat sullenly on the other. 
 
"Put on the music, Joe," reminded one of his brothers. And so he did. Thinking she would be honored, he 
turned and walked toward his daughter. "Will you dance with your poppa tonight?" 
 
The way she huffed and turned, you d have thought he'd insulted her. In full view of the family she walked 
out the front door and marched down the sidewalk. Leaving her father alone. Very much alone. 
 
___ 
 
According to the Bible we have done the same. We have spurned the love of our Father. "Each of us has 
gone his own way" (Isa. 53:6). 
 
Paul takes our rebellion a step further. We have done more than turn away, he says; we have turned 
against. "We were living against God" (Rom. 5:6). 
 
He speaks even more bluntly in verse 10: "We were God's enemies." Harsh words, don't you think? An 
enemy is an adversary. One who offends, not out of ignorance, but by intent. Does this describe us? 
Have we ever been enemies of God? Have we ever turned against our Father? 
 
Have you ... 
 
ever done something, knowing God wouldn't want you to do it? 
 
Ever hurt one of his children or part of creation? 
 
Ever supported or applauded the work of his adversary, the devil? 
 
Ever turned against your heavenly Father in public? 
 
If so, have you not taken the role of an enemy? 
 



So how does God react when we become his enemies? 
 
___ 
 
Madeline came back that night but not for long. Joe never faulted her for leaving. After all, what's it like 
being the daughter of a butcher? ]n their last days together he tried so hard. He made her favorite dinner-
she didn't want to eat. He invited her to a movie-she stayed in her room. He bought her a new dress-she 
didn't even say thank you. And then there was that spring day he left work early to be at the house when 
she arrived home ,from school. 
 
Wouldn't you know that was the day she never came home. 
 
A friend saw her and her boyfriend in the vicinity of the bus station. The authorities confirmed the 
purchase of a ticket to Chicago; where she went from there was anybody's guess. 
 
___ 
 
The most notorious road in the world is the Via Dolorosa, "the Way of Sorrows." According to tradition, it 
is the route Jesus took from Pilate's hall to Calvary. The path is marked by stations frequently used by 
Christians for their devotions. One station marks the passing of Pilate's verdict. Another, the appearance 
of Simon to carry the cross. Two stations commemorate the stumble of Christ, another the words of 
Christ. There are fourteen stations in all, each one a reminder of the events of Christ's final journey. 
 
Is the route accurate? Probably not. When Jerusalem was destroyed in A. D. 70 and again in A. D. 135, 
the streets of the city were destroyed. As a result, no one knows the exact route Christ followed that 
Friday. 
 
But we do know where the path actually began. 
 
The path began, not in the court of Pilate, but in the halls of heaven. The Father began his journey when 
he left his home in search of us. Armed with nothing more than a passion to win your heart, he came 
looking. His desire was singular-to bring his children home. The Bible has a word for this quest: 
reconciliation. 
 
"God was in Christ reconciling the world to Himself" (2 Cor. 5:19 NKJV). The Greek word for reconcile 
means "to render something otherwise."' Reconciliation restiches the unraveled, reverses the rebellion, 
rekindles the cold passion. 
 
Reconciliation touches the shoulder of the wayward and woos him homeward. 
 
The path to the cross tells us exactly how far God will go to call us back. 
 
___ 
 
The scrawny boy with the tattoos had a cousin. The cousin worked the night shift at a convenience store 
south of Houston. For a few bucks a month, he would let the runaways stay in his apartment at night, but 
they had to be out during the day. 
 
Which was fine with them. They had big plans. He was going to be a mechanic, and Madeline just knew 
she could get a job at a department store. Of course he knew nothing about cars, and she knew even 
less about getting a job-but you don't think of things like that when you're intoxicated on freedom. 
 
After a couple of weeks, the cousin changed his mind. And the day he announced his decision, the 
boyfriend announced his. Madeline found herself facing the night with no place to sleep or hand to hold. 
 
It was the first of many such nights. 



 
A woman in the park told her about the homeless shelter near the bridge. For a couple of bucks she could 
get a bowl of soup and a cot. A couple of bucks was about all she had. She used her backpack as a 
pillow and jacket as a blanket. The room was so rowdy it was hard to sleep. Madeline turned her face to 
the wall and, for the first time in several days, thought of the whiskered face of her father as he would kiss 
her good night. But as her eyes began to water, she refused to cry. She pushed the memory deep inside 
and determined not to think about home. 
 
She'd gone too far to go back. 
 
The next morning the girl in the cot beside her showed her a fistful of tips she'd made from dancing on 
tables. "This is the last night I'll have to stay here, she said. "Now I can pay for my own place. They told 
me they are looking for another girl. You should come by." She reached into her pocket and pulled out a 
matchbook. "Here's the address." 
 
Madeline's stomach turned at the thought. All she could do was mumble, "I'll think about it." 
 
She spent the rest of the week on the streets looking for work. At the end of the week when it was time to 
pay her bill at the shelter, she reached into her pocket and pulled out the matchbook. It was all she had 
left. 
 
"I won't be staying tonight," she said and walked out the door. 
 
Hunger has a way of softening convictions. 
 
___ 
 
Pride and shame. You'd never know they are sisters. They appear so different. Pride puffs out her chest. 
Shame hangs her head. Pride boasts. Shame hides. Pride seeks to be seen. Shame seeks to be 
avoided. 
 
But don't be fooled, the emotions have the same parentage. And the emotions have the same impact. 
They keep you from your Father. 
 
Pride says, "You're too good for him." 
 
Shame says, "You're too bad for him." 
 
Pride drives you away. 
 
Shame keeps you away. 
 
If pride is what goes before a fall, then shame is what keeps you from getting up after one. 
 
___ 
 
If Madeline knew anything, she knew how to dance. Her father had taught her. Now men the age of her 
father watched her. She didn't rationalize it-she just didn't think about it. Madeline simply did her work and 
took their dollars. 
 
She might have never thought about it, except for the letters. The cousin brought them. Not one, or two, 
but a box full. All addressed to her. All from her father. 
 
"Your old boyfriend must have squealed on you. These come two or three a week," complained the 
cousin. "Give him your address." Oh, but she couldn't do that. He might find her. 
 



Nor could she bear to open the envelopes. She knew what they said; he wanted her home. But if he knew 
what she was doing, he would not be writing. 
 
It seemed less painful not to read them. So she didn't. Not that week, nor the next when the cousin 
brought more, nor the next when he came again. She kept them in the dressing room at the club, 
organized according to postmark. She ran her finger over the top of each but couldn't bring herself to 
open one. 
 
Most days Madeline was able to numb the emotions. Thoughts of home and thoughts of shame were 
shoved into the same part of her heart. But there were occasions when the thoughts were too strong to 
resist. 
 
Like the time she saw a dress in the clothing store window. A dress the same color as one her father had 
purchased for her. A dress that had been far too plain for her. With much reluctance she had put it on and 
stood with him before the mirror. "My, you are as tall as I am," he had told her. She had stiffened at his 
touch. 
 
Seeing her weary face reflected in the store window, Madeline realized she'd give a thousand dresses to 
feel his arm again. She left the store and resolved not to pass by it again. 
 
In time the leaves fell and the air chilled. The mail came and the cousin complained and the stack of 
letters grew. Still she refused to send him an address. And she refused to read a letter. 
 
Then a few days before Christmas Eve another letter arrived. Same shape. Same color. But this one had 
no postmark. And it was not delivered by the cousin. It was sitting on her dressing room table. 
 
"A couple of days ago a big man stopped by and asked me to give this to you," explained one of the other 
dancers. "Said you d understand the message. " 
 
"He was here?" She asked anxiously. 
 
The woman shrugged, "Suppose he had to be." 
 
Madeline swallowed hard and looked at the envelope. She opened it and removed the card. `I know 
where you are, "it read. "I know what you do. This doesn't change the way I feel. What I've said in each 
letter is still true." 
 
"But I don't know what you've said," Madeline declared. She pulled a letter from the top of the stack and 
read It. Then a second and a third Each letter had the same sentence. Each sentence asked the same 
question. 
 
In a matter of moments the floor was littered with paper and her face was streaked with tears. 
 
Within an hour she was on a bus. "I just might make it in time." 
 
She barely did. 
 
The relatives were starting to leave. Joe was helping grandma in the kitchen when his brother called from 
the suddenly quiet den. Foe, someone is here to see you." 
 
Joe stepped out of the kitchen and stopped. In one hand the girl held a backpack. In the other she held a 
card. Joe saw the question in her eyes. 
 
"The answer is 'yes,'" she said to her father. "If the invitation is still good, the answer is 'yes."' 
 
Joe swallowed hard. "Oh my. The invitation is good." 



 
And so the two danced again on Christmas Eve. 
 
On the floor, near the door, rested a letter with Madeline's name and her father's request. 
 
"Will you come home and dance with your poppa again?" 
 
He Chose The Nails, p. 59 - 68. Copyright. W Publishing, 2000,Max Lucado. Used by permission. 

 



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /None
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Gray Gamma 2.2)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.3
  /CompressObjects /Off
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /DetectCurves 0.0000
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails true
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedOpenType false
  /ParseICCProfilesInComments true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams true
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize false
  /OPM 0
  /ParseDSCComments false
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveDICMYKValues true
  /PreserveEPSInfo false
  /PreserveFlatness true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts false
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Remove
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /CropColorImages true
  /ColorImageMinResolution 150
  /ColorImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageMinDownsampleDepth 1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.76
    /HSamples [2 1 1 2] /VSamples [2 1 1 2]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 15
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 15
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /CropGrayImages true
  /GrayImageMinResolution 150
  /GrayImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleGrayImages false
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageMinDownsampleDepth 2
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.40
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.76
    /HSamples [2 1 1 2] /VSamples [2 1 1 2]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 15
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 15
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /CropMonoImages true
  /MonoImageMinResolution 1200
  /MonoImageMinResolutionPolicy /OK
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 600
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 2.00000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects true
  /CheckCompliance [
    /None
  ]
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputConditionIdentifier ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName ()
  /PDFXTrapped /False

  /CreateJDFFile false
  /Description <<


    /CHS <FEFF4f7f75288fd94e9b8bbe5b9a521b5efa7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065876863900275284e8e55464e1a65876863768467e5770b548c62535370300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200036002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c676562535f00521b5efa768400200050004400460020658768633002>
    /CHT <FEFF4f7f752890194e9b8a2d7f6e5efa7acb7684002000410064006f006200650020005000440046002065874ef69069752865bc666e901a554652d965874ef6768467e5770b548c52175370300260a853ef4ee54f7f75280020004100630072006f0062006100740020548c002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200036002e003000204ee553ca66f49ad87248672c4f86958b555f5df25efa7acb76840020005000440046002065874ef63002>
    /CZE <>
    /DAN <>
    /DEU <>
    /ESP <>
    /ETI <>
    /FRA <>



    /HUN <>
    /ITA (Utilizzare queste impostazioni per creare documenti Adobe PDF adatti per visualizzare e stampare documenti aziendali in modo affidabile. I documenti PDF creati possono essere aperti con Acrobat e Adobe Reader 6.0 e versioni successive.)
    /JPN <>
    /KOR <FEFFc7740020c124c815c7440020c0acc6a9d558c5ec0020be44c988b2c8c2a40020bb38c11cb97c0020c548c815c801c73cb85c0020bcf4ace00020c778c1c4d558b2940020b3700020ac00c7a50020c801d569d55c002000410064006f0062006500200050004400460020bb38c11cb97c0020c791c131d569b2c8b2e4002e0020c774b807ac8c0020c791c131b41c00200050004400460020bb38c11cb2940020004100630072006f0062006100740020bc0f002000410064006f00620065002000520065006100640065007200200036002e00300020c774c0c1c5d0c11c0020c5f40020c2180020c788c2b5b2c8b2e4002e>
    /LTH <>
    /LVI <>
    /NLD (Gebruik deze instellingen om Adobe PDF-documenten te maken waarmee zakelijke documenten betrouwbaar kunnen worden weergegeven en afgedrukt. De gemaakte PDF-documenten kunnen worden geopend met Acrobat en Adobe Reader 6.0 en hoger.)
    /NOR <>
    /POL <>
    /PTB <>


    /SKY <>

    /SUO <>
    /SVE <>
    /TUR <>

    /ENU (Use these settings to create Adobe PDF documents suitable for reliable viewing and printing of business documents.  Created PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Adobe Reader 6.0 and later.)
  >>
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [600 600]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


